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One 


Jon is surprised when Duff asks him to get together for a late dinner. He knows that he's busy touring with 
Guns N' Roses again. One night they meet at an upscale hotel restaurant. 


The star struck waiter seats them at an out-of-the-way semi-private booth since Jon and Duff are both so 
super famous. They hug affectionately upon seeing each other. 


"Is good to see you. How are you?" Duff asks, his arms lingering around Jon's shoulders for a little longer 
than necessary. 


"Good. You?" Jon asks as they sit down. 
"Great" Duff grins. 


"So what's it like touring with Axl again? Crazy?" Jon has heard all the wild stories from the eighties and early 


nineties. 


"Is been pretty smooth actually," Duff nods. "We're even starting the shows on time." 


"| know. | heard." 

"Are you going to come when we play in Jersey?" Duff asks hopefully. 

"Yeah, | think | am." 

"Excellent," Duff beams, leaning toward the singer. 

There is a look in Duff's eyes that Jon can't place. "You look good. Really good," Jon compliments his friend. 


Duff smiles. “Thanks. So do you. You've always looked good" He takes a drink. "Have you taken any shit about 
the gray hair?" 


"Yes, but | don't care," Jon smiles. 

"Good for you." Duff gives the look again 

Jon's heart beats faster. "I'm just glad to still have my hair. 

"I know, right?" Duff agrees. 

They eat in comfortable silence for awhile. Jon calms down a little as Duff focuses on his dinner. 
"So how are you since Richie left the band? | mean sexually?" Duff asks. 

Jon's blood runs cold. "Huh?" 

| assume that when he left, he stopped sleeping with you?" 

Jon freezes with his fork in midair. "How did you know we slept together?" 

"You can tell from how you are around each other. And Slash saw you two kiss once in 2005." 
"That was a good year," Jon remembers fondly. "We were really in love in 2005." 

"It's just weird" 

"What is?" 


"That Axl and Slash and | are together and you and Richie aren't. The universe is out of balance. That's why 


there's been so much severe weather," Duff observes. 


"Funny." 

"Well Slash and | stayed in touch, if you know what | mean" Duff raises his eyebrows suggestively. 

"You and Slash?" Jon wonders if every rock band has members that secretly sleep together. 

"Yeah." 

"But you're married. So is Slash." 

"So are you," Duff points out. 

"That's true,” Jon blushes. 

"Seriously | get it. When you get along really well and you're together all the time, you get comfortable with 
each other." Duff is dead on with this. "And you and Richie, in addition to all that, have personalities that are 
so compatible. You two together makes total sense." 


"Thanks." 


‘| mean Slash and | are pretty casual. | don't think we've ever been like you and Richie are. Were," he corrects 


himself. 

Jon sighs. 

"What I'm trying to say is | get why you and Richie were together. | understand” 
Jon stares at his wineglass. "Thanks." 

"Do you miss him?" 

"Of course | do. How could | not?" 

"You miss sleeping with him too?" 

"Yeah. | miss it," Jon answers honestly. 

"So how are dealing with it? Are you lonely?" 

"Yes. Sometimes." 


"Have you thought about sleeping with someone else?" 


"Not really." 

Duff's heart sinks. "Is Richie the only dude you've slept with?" 

"One time Richie and | had a foursome with Steven and Joe from Aerosmith," Jon reveals. 

This excites the fuck out of Duff. "Really? How was that?" 

Jon blushes at the memory. "I was nervous at first but l- | liked it. It was hot- watching- while doing- yeah." 
Duff takes a deep breath picturing this in his head. "Wild" 

"| get a lot of offers for sex." 

"| bet." Duff nods. 

"One time Richie said to me: ‘Everyone should be attracted to you, Jon. Men, women, cats, dogs. Of all ages." 
‘I've always been attracted to you," Duff confesses. "That's why | asked you to dinner." 

Jon takes a sip of his wine. This is taking a surprising turn. "I see." 


| have a room with a big bed," Duff reveals. He looks Jon right in the eye while stroking his ankle with his foot 
under the table. 


Jon feels a rush of sexual excitement for the first time in a while. 
"I'd like to take you up to my room and to my bed. | would love to sleep with you, Jon” Duff lays it all out on 
the table. He leans forward and boldly places his hand over Jon's which is firmly gripped on his wine glass. He 


strokes the warm flesh with his finger. "Would you like to sleep with me?" 


Jon can't help but feel flattered. And excited. He takes a large drink of his wine before he answers in the 
affirmative. 


Two 


They make their way to the elevator and Duff presses the button for his floor. Despite Jon's nerves, he is 
excitedly anticipating a night of lovemaking. Duff takes Jon's hand in his again and soothingly strokes over the 
back of it with his thumb. 


This greatly reduces Jon's anxiety. He looks up at the ridiculously tall blonde and gives him a sexy smile. 
"So what do you like in bed? Hard? Fast? Slow? Gentle? Kinky?" Duff moves his arms around Jon's shoulders. 


A million dirty, sexy images run through Jon's mind at the question. What does he like? Over the years, he and 
Richie had every kind of sex imaginable, but what Jon always liked best was when they took their time. When 
Richie took his time making love to him, it was always amazing. What kind of sex does he want tonight? "Ahh, 
uhh, romantic." Jon moves his arms around Duff's slim waist. "l'm old and slow." Jon feels his ears turn red. 


"| kind of figured." Duff is glad that he had all the candles and champagne sent up and the fireplace- Jon will 


love the fireplace. 

They reach Duff's floor and Jon takes Duff's arm as they exit the elevator. Duff slides his keycard and they 
enter his room. He flips the switch to the fireplace while leaving off all the lights so the space takes on a 
warm romantic glow. 

"Nice room," Jon notices. Its big and candle-lit with a luxurious king-size bed with soft sheets and a comforter 
you look like you could melt into. The thick curtains on the floor-to-ceiling windows are open, but they are so 
far up that no one should be able to see them. With the fire already roaring in the fireplace, its the perfect 


room for sex. Romantic sex. Romantic lovemaking. Jon is going to be putty in Duff's hands. How did he know? 


Jon takes off his jacket and hangs it on the nearest chair. He does not notice the condoms and massage oil on 


the bedside table. Duff is so prepared 

Duff puts his arms around the shorter man 

Jon looks up at him. "You're so tall’ 

"Tharks," Duff shrugs. 

"Why are all you dudes so freakishly tall?" Jon asks. 

"My father was tall” Duff informs Jon "Do you want to kiss?" he asks. 


Jon blushes and nods his head. "Is that okay?" 


"Of course it is. | do too," Duff whispers. 


Duff has to bend down quite a bit and Jon has to stretch up for them to get to each other. But when they 
do, their eager mouths meet in a long kiss. "Ahh," Jon sighs. Duff's lips are different than Richie's, not as full 
but still soft. It is an awesome kiss; Jon admits to himself that he enjoys it. 


He reaches up for another kiss and this time Duff's tongue comes into play. Jon feels the kiss everywhere and 


shivers. Now he is sure he can enjoy sex with this man. They kiss again as Jon feels his penis wake up. 

"Let's take this off" Duff lovingly removes Jon's shirt and then his. He kisses Jon's bare shoulder as he 
unfastens and unzips Jon's trousers. He slides his hands around and down inside to Jon's perfect ass and sighs 
out loud. "Nice." Jon's pants fall down and pool around his ankles and he steps out of them. Following Duff's lead, 
Jon repeats these actions on Duff's pants. Finally, they pull each other's undershorts down and off. 

They gaze at each other's naked bodies for a moment. "Very nice," Duff complements the singer. They're both 
still in good shape considering their age and lifestyle. Duff's penis is already starting to stand away from his 
body and this makes Jon feel flattered and desired. He reaches over to stroke Duff's hip and shivers. 

"You know where our height difference won't matter?" Duff asks with a gleam in his eye. 

Jon shrugs. 

Duff runs his fingers through Jon's hair and over the back of his neck. "When we're lying in bed" 

"Oh," Jon chuckles. "Yes." 

They kiss again as the heat from the fire rushes over their newly bare bodies. Duff takes Jon's waist and 
leads him around to the big luxurious bed. They moan as they lay down. The fire has warmed the blankets and 


it feels wonderful under their aroused skin. 


Duff rolls Jon over so that his front faces the fireplace. "Feel the heat flow over your dick," he whispers in 
Jon's ear as he hugs him from behind. "Isn't it fantastic?" 


Jon closes his eyes and allows himself to just feel. "Mmm yeah." He can't resist stroking his own cock a few 


times to enhance the sensations. "God yes," he sighs. 

Duff peeks over Jon's shoulder. "Yeah stroke it," he encourages. "Make yourself feel good" They lay there for 
a while as Duff kisses down Jon's side. He studies the way Jon touches himself, making mental notes to use 
later in the evening. 


Jon rolls around to face Duff with a hard and needy cock. He continues his slow and languid strokes on himself. 


Duff takes in his flushed body and his own arousal increases tenfold He sits up and motions for Jon to 


straddle him. Jon settles down on his knees on either side of the blonde's lap and Duff's long cock comes to 
rest up against Jon's stomach. Duff slides his hands around to Jon's ripe peach of an ass and squeezes and 
fondles. 

"| get the feeling you really like my ass." Jon teases. 

"Yeah," Duff admits. "I've dreamt about it" 

Jon smile and laughs. 

Over Jon's shoulder, Duff notices that he can see their reflection in the center window. Jon's beautiful 
shoulders and back are on full display to his lustful view. Seeing his own hands fondle Jon's sexy ass turns him 


on even more. "You're so beautiful, Jon So beautiful. You should never sleep alone. Ever," Duff gushes. 


| don't," Jon reveals. "When I'm home | sleep with my wife and on the road | sleep with Richie." Jon pauses. 


"Well, | used to sleep with Richie." 


Duff kisses him passionately again in an effort to get him to not think about Richie. He pulls a hand through 
Jon's furry chest and strokes a nipple. 


Jon almost forgets his own name. He moans out loud. 

Duff smiles. Mission accomplished. 

"Where else do you like to be touched?" Duff gently bites his ear. 

Jon shivers. "Belly button" 

Duff smiles and strokes his fingers down to Jon's aforementioned belly button 

"Yes," Jon breathes. 

"Where else?" 

"Arms." 

Duff moves both of his hands to Jon's wrists and strokes upwards. He lands on Jon's upper arms. 
This is the place. "Squeeze," Jon says. 


Duff squeezes Jon's biceps and the singer's whole body quivers. He rolls them back so that Jon is lying down, 


Jon's legs wrap around his narrow hips. "So you like closeness too?" Duff determines. 


"Yes," Jon sighs. "Hold me. Kiss me." They passionately attack each others' mouths. 


Duff wriggles more comfortably into his bed mate. He can feel every part of Jon's aroused body against his 


and this excites the fuck out of him. "Do you like frot- frottage?" Duff asks while gently thrusting against Jon. 
Jon presses his head back into the mattress. "God yes." 


"Awesome." Duff raises up and Jon groans. He quickly retrieves the massage oil from the bedside table that 
Jon had not previously noticed He pops the top and drizzles some over his throbbing dick and then Jon's. 


"Oh fuck, that's amazing," Jon breathes as Duff rubs the oil into his cock. "God, Duff." 


This is the first time Jon has called Duff by his name since they got in bed together. He decides he really likes 


it. He gives Jon's hard dick a few more rubs before dropping back down onto Jon's body again 


Their now slippery cocks rub together sensually and Jon moans like the world is ending. "God, it feels so good 


to have a penis next to mine again" He closes his eyes in rapture. 

The mattress squeaks loudly as Duff thrusts with a renewed enthusiasm. 

They keep this up for a long while. They kiss roughly before Duff digs his face into Jon's neck. He can't resist 

licking the tasty tender skin as they slide up and down over each other. The oil creates the perfect amount of 
delicious friction. 

All of Jon's pleasure centers are ready to explode. "Duff, ahh." With a great amount of self control, Jon stops 

undulating and breathes out. "Duff, I'm going to come before we even start." He places his hands against Duffs 
smooth hard chest. 


Duff reluctantly pulls his body up. He can't help but notice that they have both leaked onto Jon's stomach. 
"Then let's get this show on the road." 


"Please," Jon whispers, reaching up for another kiss. 

Between more kisses Duff asks, "I take it you need a lot of prep, Jon?" 

"Yeah. Yeah it's been awhile," Jon says sheepishly. 

‘It's okay. | don't mind," Duff says. "| enjoy it." 

Duff extricates himself from Jon to get the oil again. He coats his fingers and turns around to Jon's pelvis. 
Jon's legs open easily for him and Duff growls softly while kissing up the inside of Jon's thigh. He moves over 


the crease in Jon's hip and his mouth lands on Jon's straining dick He takes it into his mouth as he circles a 


finger into Jon's opening. 


"Fuck," Jon sighs softly. It doesn't feel as invasive as he thought it would after all this time. And having Duff 
suck him is amazing. Duff introduces another finger and Jon moans with relief. He turns his head to the side 
and maneuvers the blonde so that his dick is within easy reach of his mouth. He strokes over it with his 
tongue before taking his tip in. 


"Oh!" Surprised, Duff accidentally bites down on Jon's dick in his mouth. He wasn't expecting this, for them to 
64. It is fantastic. He pulls off of Jon long enough to say, "Jesus, Jon!" 


"No?" Jon mumbles around Duff's dick. 


Duff breaks into a sweat. "No! | mean yes! It's fine. | mean- its great!" After taking a moment to breathe, he 


continues his preparation of Jon's body. 


After a few more minutes of stroking and stretching, Jon feels like he's about to come so he pulls off of 


Duff's erection and simply says, "Duff." 


"Jon?" Duff removes his tongue from Jon's belly button then twists around to look at him. Jon gives him a 


sexy smile; message received. 


Duff maneuvers his soon-to-be-lover around on the bed until he's on his back with his head resting against 
the pile of soft pillows. He moves easily in between Jon's raised spread legs, lubing up his own condom-clad 


cock. He prepares Jon a little more, wanting him to enjoy this as much as possible. 


Duff lays down on top of Jon while propping himself up on his elbows. He softly kisses the singer as his cock 
head penetrates slowly and slips in easily. "Oh god, you feel amazing!" Duff wants nothing more than to plow 


Jon into the next room. 


"Mmm" Jon hums at the feeling of having a penis other than Richie's inside him. It's different, but it is pretty 
amazing. Jon firmly wraps his arms around Duff's neck and his legs around his waist as Duff begins making 


love to him. "Mmm, yes." 


Duff languidly strokes in and out, in and out. Jon is hot and tight and his breathing has taken on a whole new 
noise, a panting, breathless, sexy noise. Duff sits back up on his legs so he can watch his dick slide in and out 


of his new lover. 
He enjoys this intensely, watching his gorgeous lover undulate in ecstasy. Duff can't resist leaning down and 


kissing Jon's full lips. He's happy that Jon is allowing himself to enjoy this. He smiles down at Jon's face and 


sensually strokes his shoulder and neck. 
"You like this?" Duff asks although he thinks he knows the answer. 


Jon is flushed from the chest up. Especially in the warm light of the fire, he looks gorgeous while being made 


love to. "Yes!" His eyes slide closed in pleasure. 

"Does it feel good?" Another slow thrust. 

"God yes!" Jon gasps. 

"Am | hitting the spot?" A deep thrust. 

"Fuck yes!" 

Duff takes hold of his lover's red swollen erection and squeezes and strokes it the way he knows Jon will like it. 
"Oh!" Jon clenches Duffs hips hard with his legs and his upper arms with his hands as he screams, "That's it! 
Oh!" The fire shoots from his ass to his balls to his cock and then ropes of cum fly out and splatter his 
impossibly toned flat stomach. It's the best orgasm he's had in years. 

Duff looks at Jon's flushed body, his disheveled hair, his glazed unfocused eyes, his cum on his stomach and 
finally gives in. Amidst Jon's heavy breathing, Duff has a powerful orgasm himself, filling the condom while 
grunting and groaning. "Ahh fuck yes." 


Jon rolls his head to the side and sighs with total sexual satisfaction. "Wow." 


"You said it" Duff rolls them over and hugs Jon tightly to him then runs his hands down and over Jon's juicy 
ass one more time. "Thanks Jon" 


"Thank you," Jon says into his neck. 


Three 


"So you can stay for a while or overnight. If you need to leave, | understand," Duff says. "If you stay, I'm going 
to tell you that you look really good in my bed" He smiles and gazes at his attractive bed mate. 


He thinks he hears Jon sniffle. 

"Are you okay?" Duff asks. 

"Yeah" 

Duff moves to the bed to face Jon He notices that Jon's eyes are moist. "Are you thinking about Richie?" 
‘Im sorry," Jon apologizes. 


Duff strokes Jon's arm in an attempt to comfort him. "Don't be sorry. Its alright. | understand. You two were 
together for a long time." 


"| really loved him," Jon sniffs. 

"| know." 

"Its never going to be like it was with Richie." 

"Yeah, | know it sucks," Duff agrees. "I'm sorry." 

"And | know I'm never going to love anyone like | love Richie. Dammit 

Duff pulls the bed covers up over Jon. "Stay, sleep, relax," he says. "I think you need it" 

"Okay," Jon gives in. "Thanks." He rolls over, gets comfortable and dozes off. 

Duff just stands there for awhile watching Jon sleep. He looks so sexy and beautiful, Duff debates whether or 


not to take pictures of Jon with his phone. The black-and-white filter would really capture the moment so 
beautifully, but would be hard to explain to his wife. In the end he just takes the photo with his mind. 


"Thanks again for dinner. And everythng else. It was fun. | really enjoyed it. Honestly." Jon says with sparkling 
eyes. 


"You're welcome. Me too." 


They wrap their arms around each other. Jon smiles and tucks his head under Duff's chin 
"The next time you're in LA, call me. We can totally do this again. Seriously." 

"I'd like that" Jon looks up and their mouths meet in a final soft kiss. 

"Slash could join us too, if you're into it," Duff suggests. 

"Really?" Jon is intrigued by this idea. 


Now Duff's eyes are sparkling. "I bet | could convince him." 


